92                          SILENT IS THE VISTULA
"How do you know?"
Danuta did not answer.
"We'll have a baby/' she dreamed. "A baby boy. Hell grow up to be like Sparrow. And 111 love his daughter as my own. Life will be good. I never knew what a good life is," she sighed "I never knew life could be happy at all But it can Oh, we will be so happy, so happy..."
Danuta fell asleep.
I went down to the cellar and prepared luxuriously for a long rest I washed once more, took off my overalls and put on a nightgown. Oh, to sleep in a nightgown! I had not done it for thirteen days, since the beginning of the Uprising. It felt so good to be clean, to stretch on the cot, relax, and go to sleep. "Let the Germans shoot as they please," I thought, falling asleep "Nothing will bother me "
The sound of running feet and excited voices in the street woke me up. I caught the words "Allied planes!" and bounced out of bed llirowing a black coat over my nightgown, I ran out of the cellar In the street I stumbled over a huge bundle of material. There was a clink of metal. I bent down to find it was a parachute. Our boys were all running in one direction I joined them.
Sweeper and his men had already brought down from the roof a "gift from heaven." It was a heavy cigar-shaped case, about twelve feet long, with big buckles at both ends, which opened easily. They carried it amidst joyous clamor and wild excitement to the cellar, that gift from our Allies.
"They say four of them fell in our sector," a voice panted in my ear.
The "cigar" contained three "Piats," British anti-tank guns of the bazooka type. The wrappings were mostly civilian trousers. There were also a few khaki Army coats.